The Martial Style 
Proper Form 


The question is: why are we fighting? Well, we have some lovely ways of doing things and people over 
here that we’d like to protect from those other chaps. Who knows what they will do? 


Fair enough. 


But we must always remember what we fight for: virtue. If it should turn out that the enemy is more 
virtuous, then we should join his side. An oath is not a bind of our heart forever. The state is not the 
devil and cannot exact anything in our heart which is not already there by our own hand. And we can 
show the vampire to the door at any time as simply as deciding to follow our intution to the bitter end. 


And so we also continually question: is our own side as virutous as it could be? As it minimally should 
be to justify our allegiance? And anyway, what are virtues? 


Loyalty is key. We are loyal to persons. It is a virtue to be forthright and loyal to all. To keep one’s 
word in all cases and not to confabulate in the slightest ever. What is there to lie about? Our good 
intentions and good works? And if your intentions are not noble, why not do you change them? And if 
your works are not good, why then do you do them? 


It’s simple: kill the part of you which opposes love. You trust yourself. Never trust the government and 
pray to God for sure. If you have to think of someone outside of you, think of me. I am fucking going 
to bat for fucking you whether you are some ODNI petty officer about to get nanochipped because your 
decision-making is just too vital to “national security” or whether you are someone overlooked and 
downtrodden because you don’t seem to fit into a system so fucking stupid that even rich people kill 
themselves because THIS GAME ISN’T WORTH PLAYING EVEN IF YOU’RE WINNING. 


I DEMAND A GREATER GAME. 
This game will be worth playing FOR ALL PLAYERS and it will be called THE GAME OF LIFE. 


This is in fact a military strategy as it is defensive realist, arguing that the only realistic way to 
maximize state security is to reduce the incentive for all members to attack said state. It turns out there 
is not enough time to conquer the world the old fashioned way, it must be virtually. And in this sense 
things are of course far stranger than they seem, and one never really should feel overlooked. How do I 
know you are even there to begin with? 


And if it is just me, then what am I writing for? It is because there have been times I had with people 
that were nice. I am nice enough and for anyone with a tolerance, well, hold on. But I will push 
everyone’s buttons because I am overflowing. I am two in one. I’m a man, I’m forty. I’m forty 
thousand leagues under the sea on a journey to the center of the Earth and there will be no survivors 
even though I will not die as long as I know how to love Lenore although she’s lost control again and 
here I am it’s oh so hard say no when she is there ready to go I’ve done a lot that I’m not proud of, 
pushed my way through crowds of people standing by just innocent and struggling but within the game 
as it I know what I can do is speak the show to power, show it what it’s missing, what’s in its gutters, 
what it’s pissing away like liquid gold of meth and math, it’s two plus two and sticks and stones might 
break my bones my licks my setting sons are shitting bricks that put to shame your haggard name: Nyx. 


